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berries in his pocket in order to have some for planting
afterwards. The spoon with which he ate was silver.
The weight of it told him that He resisted a slight
temptation to put it beside the strawberries for plant-
ing. The enjoyment of hospitality had, he knew, its
penalties, as had also a position in the centre of the
picture.
Next came talk about the missing racehorse; and
here his master shone as brilliantly as ever, telling
all he had to tell, which, as Archibald knew,.was
nothing, with the air of one who holds back a very
great deal. Clearly some of these people were not to
be trusted. Otherwise his master would deal more
plainly with the subject Now who was the suspected
person? Archibald decided that it must be the old
lady. So, when she happened to look his way, he tried
to freeze her with a terrible stare.
"My dear young lady," said his master to Miss
Anderby, with a curious enigmatic smile, " ask me as
many questions as you wish. But I don't say that I
shall answer them."
It was a strange smile, Archibald thought, and made
his master look even more like the great detective
that he was. He tried furtively to imitate it, but
without much success, and determined on further
practise after reaching home. If he could only imitate
that smile, he reflected, what heights might he not
reach. Already he had made good progress. A week
ago unknown, and this morning sitting at his ease qn
the most select veranda in Singapore, regaling himself
with the fruit of the straw after having effected a
daring rescue from dogs. It seemed unreal, but it was